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2. 
Titel alltel By Flor Nachtigal 


september rez 


Dear Readers, 


As Summer was ending in the northern hemisphere, the rez staff took a breath and looked 
back at our first year. We collectively shook our heads: has it really been a year already? 
And then we turned to the Fall routine, which seems to consist of two things, namely get- 
ting on with the work of another year, and considering the impermanence of ourselves, our 
relationships and the world around us. I swear we did not intend it, but the thought of im- 
permanence is the thread that runs through thi 


sue, 


1 open this issue with my cautionary essay on the anonymity that our avatars offer, and that 
we may be tempted to hide behind. But just how anonymous are we? " rticle grew out 
of a heated discussion on stalking that had me thinking for hours and days afterwards, and 


made me carefully reconsider how I approach my second life, 
in Gudrun Gausman's article 
hy 
the impending demise of first generation § 


seeing and being s 
econd Life viewers. 


n cor- 


rectly and -- there it is! 


In her column, The Girl Opines, Jullianna Juliesse tries hard to escape the ghosts of figures 
of authority that used to rule her life; a solution seems to offer itself and then turns into a 
perpetuation of the same old, ghostly patterns. 


The theme of impermanence gets an appetizing twist in Jami Mills’ Chandleresque short 


story, Bon Appetit, in which a retired detective chases after a murderer -- with a relish. 


Even the normally light-hearted Crap Mariner gets tired in this month's piece of microfic- 
tion. How many bad guys can you kill in a video game to save a princess who is never the 
real thing? One of the Mario Brothers might know. 


‘The issue is closed by two poems: On a Pale Horse by Bonchance Longfall seems to close a 
cycle of reflections on impermanence, and Persona by Luna Branwen takes a look beneath 
the surface of a personality to see something not readily apparent. 


Enjoy! 


Flor Nachtigal 
Editor in Chief 


The Myth o: 


f Anonymity 
by Fler Nachtizal 


Five to one, baby 

One in five 

No one here gets out alive, now 
You get yours, baby 

I'll get mine 


James Douglas Morrison, 


Five to One 


This has been drummed into me 
in RL, over and over, My life's ex- 
perience bears it out. Integrity 
means to do only what you are 


ready to do and defend publicly. 


Have I always lived by that? No, 


I'm no saint. I have the scars to 


show for my mistakes. 


Why do | say this? Well, look around 
the Internet, into blog posts, product 
reviews, forums, chats, and, while we 
are at it, Second Life. We talk about 
things here with an openness we 
wouldn't have in a face to face con- 
versation with our peers in RL, and 
that is a good thing. But at the same 
time, hurtful and questionable things 
are said and done under the cover of 
anonymity - things are said that we 
wouldn't say to anyone's face, things 
done that we wouldn't do where our 
RL peers could see us. 


I'll not bother you with moral judg- 
ments, those are not in my domain. 
Instead, let me take you back in time 
to the dark past, after the invention of 
the wheel and before Google, to the 
summer of 1994. At the time | had an 
RL friend who needed help finding a 
relative that his family had lost con- 
tact with. All he had to go by were a 
series of old letters dated 1958-1960. 
| perked up at the challenge. We 
called the Royal Air Force for service 
records, collected names, dates and 
places from the meager sources 
available to us, put many, many 
miles on our motorcycles, dug 
through old telephone directories, 
read How to Locate Missing Persons 
in Britain in a mad three hour rush, 
knocked on the doors of 


perfect strangers, got the Salvation 
Army involved, got sunburnt, had 
flies between our teeth and dealt with 
a heavy dose of doubt. It took a few 
months, but we found our person, 
alive and well. Why am | telling you 
this? Because even without the awe- 
some power of the Internet you can 
track down a person on the basis of 
the most sketchy information. | know, 
because | did it. 


Now, fast forward and it's 2012. We 
live in the world of social media, free 
online speech for all, and total visibil- 
ity. And we live in a virtual world, 
where we may feel exempt from the 
constraints of RL. But just how ex- 
empt are we? 


Let's construct a hypothetical scen- 
ario, one that is fairly common in 
Second Life. An SL marriage breaks 
up, with hard 
feelings on both 
sides. Let's as- 
sume the lives of 
the partners had 
revolved around 
things they 
might not like to 
discuss in RL. 
Like homosexu- 
ality, furry 
avatars, BDSM, 
pick your poison. 
True, the rela- 
tionship was an- 
onymous with 
regard to RL, 
and out of the 
public eye. But 
we get close in 
these online re- 


lationships, and 
we reveal 
ourselves in 


small ways. Ima- 


gine one partner letting little pieces of 
information slip over time, none of 
them revealing by itself. Like this: 
"I'm not that young anymore, my 
daughters are grown.", "| divorced 
my husband when my youngest left 
the house", "I teach college History", 
"What State? Oh, Rhode Island...", 
"I'm Irish not only on St. Patrick's 
Day!" Now sit back and contemplate. 
Irish-American female, old enough 
for grown daughters, divorced, pro- 
fessor of History in Rhode Island. 
How many people do you think that 
applies to? Let me run the numbers 
for you: The population of Rhode Is- 
land is just over a million. This bit of 
information already eliminated over 
99% of the US population from the 
search. Add the information that 
we're looking for a woman, and we're 
down to half a million. If we add in 
age, ethnicity and marital status, we 
may get to a pool of several tens of 
thousands. That is reasonable an- 
onymity. But other information is 
much more treacherous. Rhode Is- 
land has twelve universities and col- 
leges, | checked. Maybe half of these 
have a history department. Let's say 
each of those departments had five 
faculty members, give or take. Of 
those, about half may be female. We 
are down to a shortlist of around fif- 
teen by now. Better still: all of them 
will be listed on the faculty pages of 
their departments, with headshots, 


work phone numbers, email ad- 
dresses and their professional bio- 
graphies. Check the names and 
images against the fact that you 
know you are looking for someone 
with an Irish background, in her mid- 
forties or older. That may leave one 
or two on 
your list. 
Run through 
the lists of 
publications 
on the fac- 
ulty pages 
and you 
might sud- 
denly 
derstand why she knew so much 
about Renaissance clothes. Or run a 
Google search for the names and be 
directed to the Facebook pages of 
the three young adult daughters. Oh 
yes, you found her without ever leav- 
ing your computer. The whole search 
may have taken less than an hour. 


un- 


Now, what's to stop anyone from 
sending a few juicy SL images and 
maybe some damning chat logs to 
the department chair or, much worse, 
her daughters? Quite honestly, there 
is only one line of defense | can think 
of, one used by a RL acquaintance of 
mine. She is also a college professor, 
and every year the rumors run 
rampant across campus that she's a 
lesbian, living with another woman, 


and how scandalous this all is. 
"Well", she says to those confronting 
her, "| am a lesbian, and | have lived 
with my partner forever. Everyone 
knows." That is all the protection she 
needs. 


So what do | 
make of all 
this? SL is a 
huge closet 
full of skelet- 


ons. They 
can haunt 
and hurt 
you, and 
hiding or 


avoiding the fact does no good. Even 
in Second Life, where the darkest 
fantasies can come to life without 
causing apparent harm, you have to 
account for what you do, and ask 
yourself the same hard questions you 
would ask in RL. Really, it doesn't 
take questionable viewer features, 
redzone, or illicit hacking to track you 
down. All it takes is a keen observer 
who knows how to connect the dots, 
and you are toast. | mean it. 
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JULIE’S CAFE DER LITERATEN 


Now at the Chelsea Hotel! 


Take the elevator, take the stairs, and join us in 


Room 204 for poetry, live music, art, and more, 


Be a poet, or just look like one! 


Fountain of Youth. 


by the Perfect Gentleman Harry Bailey 


lease accept my Autumnal greetings 

as we slip into the cooler days of 
September, Our Summer exploits be- 
come history and our focus shifts to the 
fall colors, and what across the world is 
traditionally labeled as "back-to-school" 
time. For this gentleman, I am always for 
some reason drawn back to thoughts of 
exploration and learning of cultures long 
gone, problems mathematically over- 
whelming, conjugating verbiage, and yes, 
teenage romances. 


Now before you get all excited in anticip- 
ation of a tale of those long loved math 
story problems, please redirect your 
mind and emotions to something much 
more exotic and enticing. Fantasies that 
can only be imagined, dreams found and 
wonders lost. And while I do realize that 
could also describe most teenage ro- 
mances, this column is going to focus on 
that old-school subject we in America of 
the 1960s called "Social Studies". 


Now, realize that it has taken me half a 
century and more than one tour around 
SL to finally realize what that term actu- 
ally meant. Take a minute and think 
about your second life and just how 
much you study socialization with all 
those other Second Lifers. I actually 
asked my friend PalmTreeBee, a six 
month somewhat seasoned newcomer 


about that issue one evening recently as 
she coped with a poofed SL home and all 
too many hours spent inworld: 


Harry Bailey: You look pretty good for 
someone who lost their house and has 
been up for almost 48 hours. LOL 


PalmTreeBee: LOL 
PalmTreeBee: Thanks! 
PalmTreeBee: I think! 


Harry Bailey: So, when you first entered 
SL, did you consider the attributes of 
your avatar at all or just come in as the 
standard Noob look? 


PalmTreeBee: Oh, I think ANYbody 
coming in will give SOME consideration 
to their avi! I definitely did though. I 
wanted female, I didn't want something 
that looked dorky, I wanted something to 
pretty much match my race, and didn't 
know diddly squat about clothes so I 
looked at what looked pretty as far as 
what they were wearing too. 


Harry Bailey: What about age? Did that 
come into play in your mind at all? 


PalmTreeBee: Yes, I think to a certain de- 
gree but..they were all pretty young 
looking. 


Harry Bailey: That is the norm I believe. 
Everyone becomes young when they ad- 
just to SL. 


PalmTreeBee: Well... I don't think I 
would have taken a gray haired lady or 
anything like that!! I don't think I would 
have chosen a VERY young avi by choice 
either though. 


PalmTreeBee: Some in here want to be 
babies, young children or even anim- 
als...that's not really me. 


PalmTreeBee: Although I'm considering 
a tiny ferret these days! LOL They're 
cute! 


Harry Bailey: How many looks have you 
had during your six months in SL would 
you guess? 


PalmTreeBee: Oh, there's NO way to es- 
timate that really! I'm a shapeshifter and 
change often even now! I've changed avis 
a couple of times...the shape/skin... and I 
change my hair color almost everyday! 
LOL I've had green eyes....blue eyes...even 
purple..... I've had blond hair, brown, 
purple, pink..today’s black... but T also 
have some silver I have yet to try too! 


Harry Bailey: And what age range would 
you say all of those different looks have 
been? 


PalmTreeBee: Well... since I haven't tried 
the silver yet I'd say in the 30s prob- 
ably...or whatever you would estimate 
this current avi to be. 


Harry Bailey: I would estimate you at 
between 28 and 32 with this look :) A 
lovely look btw :) 


This discussion with PTB got me think- 
ing about "Social" studies both within SL 
and back in that long forgotten high 
school social studies class, I recall an en- 
tire year spent covering what seemed like 


a parade of endless sea captains circum- 
navigating the globe looking to discover 
new and exciting civilizations over sever- 
al hundred years. One came quickly to 
mind after my exchange with PTB: Ponce 
De Leon, a man who spent most of his 
life in search of the elusive Fountain of 
Youth! 


Have we here in Second Life discovered 
that long lost prize? Are we all able to 
maintain our avatars in an ever-stable 


holding pattern at 28 years old, without 
the downside that Dorian Gray dis- 
covered all too late in his tale? Quickly, I 
visualize myself as one of those Gentle- 
manly European explorers of old. Chal- 


lenging the high seas in hopes of 


returning to my explorers club with tales 
to tell and prizes of wealth undreamed of. 


I slide my hand across my MAC mousep- 
ad and hit the search key: "Fountain of 
Youth", places. .. . My anticipation grows 
and then there it is - the Fountain of 
Youth region, My fingers fly to the tele- 
port button . . led no valid parcel 


The entire grid is one huge promise of 
eternal youth for as long as we are able to 
find our way into this wonderful virtual 
life. Perhaps I have earned that rewarding 
drink at the club bar after all. And per- 
haps an even better reward is not only do 
I get to stay a gentlemanly 28, I can anti- 
cipate an entire world populated with 
dance partners around that same general 
age. Take time this Fall as the seasons 
change to appreciate the joys of eternal 
life, however you care to define it, here in 
the sims of Second Life. Now I am off to 
search for some long lost dance partners 
Social studying"! 


and do some 


could be found", Am I to be thwarted just 
as Ponce De Leon was hundreds of years 
ago? Alas, I fly down the list of s 
results but no reasonable place promises 


‘arch 


eternal youth from an everlasting spring. 


Yet, as I review my conversations with 
PTB perhaps I have searched too deeply 
and simply missed the forest for the trees, 
so to speak. SL IS the FOUNTAIN OF 
YOUTH! We don't need a specific sim. 


Oh, and j a passing point of interest, 
Ponce De Leon was searching for the 
Fountain of Youth in 1513 
happened upon another discovery that 
was well worth the trip. He discovered 
Florida, which led to his reward of the 
Governorship of Puerto Rico in 1579. 
Where would we be today without San 
Marco Island and Disney World? 


when he 
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Photography 
Jami Mills 


a monthly advice column by 


Gudrun Gausman 


Dear Gudrun - 


I feel like an old stick-in-the-mud.., behind the times because I'm not mesh- 
enabled. Almost every day in SL, I see an avi, with invisible clothes, or wear- 
ing some weird geometric shape. Because of this, I fear that old viewers like 
SL 1.23 (mine), Imprudence, and Phoenix (i,¢., viewers I am or might be 
comfortable with) will start to disappear. People see mesh and ask, “What's 
that odd looking thing?” Then they realize what mesh is and that using an old 
viewer 

means they can't see everything others see. So their migration to newer view- 
ers will be nudged along, and me with it. What can I do??? - Behind the Times 


Dear En Retard - 


You are not alone, hun. Because of their underpinnings, old viewers like SL 
1,23, Imprudence, and Phoenix will never see mesh. Other third party 
yendors will add mesh, But for me it's still too soon to migrate. 


I guess the new viewer adoption rate is something like 22%, and I presume 
that most, if not all, of these people are motivated by the desire to to be able 
use the new avatar and clothing display features. This means you're gonna en- 
counter stuff you can't see, or stuff that looks like a big geometric chunk, in 
any large group of people. I'm pretty sure that LL feels that these features will 
sell themselves, and that people will willingly migrate. 


But ask yourself this: How many invisible dresses or girder shaped avis do you 
see out there at any one time? Not many, right? In my own case, I refuse to 
look like an egg or whatever, while the majority of users (including moi) can- 


not see the new graphics. Cuz what's the point? 


The Lindens are making a significant effort to find out what keeps people from 
upgrading to SLV2. They hope to address the issues and motivate people to up- 
date. SLV1 users are not being abandoned, but at some point LL will have to leave 
them behind, or hold everyone else back. 


I suspect many think the biggest problem for SLV1 users not adopting SLV2 is the 
user interface. It is, but the other part of it is the relatively minor benefit of using 
a mesh-enabled viewer (unless, of course, you are a developer). Mesh-enabled 
users happily wear their mesh, but since a substantial number of users can't see 
them, what's the point? 


So, why mesh anyway? 


Mesh is an improved capability for bringing 3D models, known as meshes, cre- 
ated in third-party tools, into SL. 


(N.B. ~ Mesh is a collection of triangles with a single transformation matrix, 
roughly equivalent to a "Prim" in SL. A simple mesh is a mesh with a single face. It 
has a single color and texture, and can model a simple object in the real world. A 
multi-face mesh is a mesh with multiple textures. A rigged mesh is a mesh with an 
internal virtual skeleton. Manipulating the virtual skeleton causes corresponding 
changes in the shape of the mesh, which allows the mesh to 

be animated.) 


There are some benefits of mesh that prims or sculpts cannot match: 

* Custom UV mapping, that is wrapping a 2D texture onto a 3D mesh, for up to 8 
textures with 

selectable smooth or hard edges 

* Custom collision shapes. That means an irregularly shaped object like a rock 
now actually behaves like rock in that you can, for example, stand anywhere on 


its surface rather than walk through it or stand in mid-air 


* Rigged meshes that conform to your joints and motions and animate accord- 


ingly 


* Fractional prim count for 
some objects and lower count 
than some equivalent prim 
builds 


Drawbacks of mesh: 
* Mesh is not flexible 


* Large or complex mesh can 
cost more than sculpts or 
prims for the same result 


* Making level-of-detail ver- 
sions and physics shapes is 
more work 


* Mesh features are only at first 
release, some things were left 
‘til later by LL in this first ver- 
sion. Note, SLV3 is the first 
version containing mesh fea- 
tures 


* Many people do not see mesh 
avis/clothes :=P 


So it's really not about the cas- 
ual user. It's more about those who create. Allowing user-created, irregular, poly- 
gon meshes gives creators a greater level of freedom in not only what they create, 
but just how they create it. This seems to be a response to gamer ridicule of SL: 
We have the battle of prims vs. mesh, because from a basic control standpoint, SL 
combat sucks. (Of course, SL is not about combat, except for some. And the 
battle of the sexes does not seem to have been inhibited.) 


SL had already been using irregular meshes. Its just that the rest of us hadr’t 
the ability to create our own. The most obvious example of this is the Second 
Life avatar, an irregular polygon mesh created by LL to be especially good 
conforming to the user's wishes. I have to admit I do not know the difference 
between LL mesh (visible in V1) and imported mesh (not). 


I would like to see mesh and have toyed with mesh-enabled viewers that have 
friendlier interfaces, But at the same time, I worry that I might inadvertently 
wear mesh without getting the warning I now get in SLV1, thereby adding 
myself to the weirdly shaped, partially invisible minority. 


When mesh use comes to full fruition, we will all want to see it. But in the 
meantime, don't worry about being behind. 


TC ~ Gudrun 


And Now For Somethin 
Julie Channels t 


“T think it's a matter of 
chemistry how the 
brain thinks. The 
problem is to find out 
what chemical 
combinations are re- 


failure... happiness... 
misery.” 
-Donovan's Brain, 1953 


“T told you to let me 
die!” 

-The Brain That 
Wouldn't Die, 1962 


AS I donned my crisp white lab coat 
and began preparing Dr. Cory’s lab 
for the day's work, I began having 
doubts about changing my undergradu- 
ate major from English to biology. I 
wasn't that great in math or science, 
and I nearly vomited the first time I did 
the fetal pig dissection lab. But still, 
here I was. 


Things unraveled last year. Perhaps it 
was the lecherous Shakespeare profess- 
or who gave me a D for refusing his 
clumsy advances that pushed me over 
the edge. (So much for getting into a 
decent Ph.D. program after that.) Or, 
maybe it was the overbearing post-fem- 
inist literary theory instructor - jealous 
of the attention I received from the 
Shakespeare professor and awarding me 
a D-minus grade - that sent me scurry- 
ing to the scientific dark side. There 
was also that pretentious performance 
artist - you know, the one that carried 
around a martini in one hand and a 
chainsaw in the other. He always came 
onto me at happy hour and made me 
feel like a cretin when I said no. And 
what about the pompous music writer 
who worked with me on the campus 
newspaper? She was fun! Oh yes, and 
the icing on the cake was when I got 
kicked out of my residence hall by the 
matronly Hun who ran the place like a 
freaking gulag. 


In the end, disgusted by it all, especially 
the pomposity and overinflated egos of 


the literary world, I decided I would 
run away, as far as possible, from the 
dusty leather books and tweed-clad 
academicians that had made my exist- 
ence a veritable hell. I found the cold, 
sterility of Dr. Cory’s lab comforting. I 
didn't have to think. I simply showed 
up each morning and spent the days 
mindlessly recording data and steriliz- 
ing instruments. 


Soon after my arrival, two things 
happened. Cory and I became lovers. I 
simply adored his practicality and ra- 
tional empiricism. He didn’t throw a lot 
of flowery poetic mumbo-jumbo on 
me; it was biology, pure and simple. 
And then the English professors start- 
ing disappearing, one by one. Their 
starry-eyed students showed up for lec- 
ture, only to be greeted by empty podi- 
ums. 


“Good morning, Julie,’ Cory greeted 
me on that grey Monday morning, 
pinching my bottom as I passed him his 
coffee. “We have something new to 
work on today, most exciting.” 


Cory strode across the lab and pointed 
to the counter, which was covered by a 
black vinyl tarp. 


“[ realize you've been through a diffi- 
cult year, dear,’ he began. “It has con- 
sumed me with jealousy and fueled the 
most malignant rage inside of me.” 


I raised an eyebrow,-watching his ex- 
pression visibly darken. 


“Professor Carter and Ms. Smith simply 
could not be allowed to continue as 
they were. So, I've taken matters into 
hand and cut out the cancer before it 
could spread.” Cory lifted the covering 
off the counter, revealing two glass 
tanks. 


Electrical wires fed a pumping system 
that made the cloudy solution in each 
bubble slightly. In one tank was what 
appeared to be a human brain. And in 
the other was the severed head of Ms, 
Smith floating up to her chin in saline 
solution, Her eyes were closed, but the 
lids fluttered, What was left of her was 
alive, but apparently asleep. 


“When I was through with him, not 
much was left of Professor Carter, but I 
did manage to salvage this,’ Cory ex- 
plained, as he checked the electrical 
gauges on the first tank. “I thought it 
would be interesting to study his brain 
chemistry.” 


“Ms. Smith was different. As I was 
strangling the last breath out of her, she 
begged me to let her die,” Cory’s eyes 
wandered off as he recalled her final 
moments. “But, for some reason, I 
simply couldn't oblige her.” 


I took two steps back, consumed with 
horror, but at the same time overcome 


with fascination- 
“What are your plans?” I whispered. 


“My sensors show that Carter seems to 
have more brainwave activity now than 
he ever did when he was alive, perched 
in front of that dusty classroom,’ Cory 
noted, 


He reached into a filing cabinet, and 
pulled out a folder, “Here, look for 
yourself” 


1 quickly leafed through the sheets. 
“These are Carter's poems,” I said. “I re- 
cognize his handwriting, but I never 
heard these before.” 


Instead of saying anything of any value 
during class, Carter always read the 
same bad poems over and over again 
until we had them all memori 
“Cory, did you take these from his of- 
fice?” 


“No, Julie,’ Cory smiled. “Its really the 
most amazing thing. Two nights ago, 
while you were sound asleep, I awoke 
suddenly. I heard someone, or 
something, calling me to the lab. When 
I entered, it - the brain - was commu- 
nicating with me. It dictated these 
poems to me.” 


I took a closer look. They were quite 
good, yery original. So unlike anything 
Professor Carter had ever produced. 


Perhaps being divested of the gross 
physical cravings of his body had finally 
done something for his creativity. 


“And what about Ms. Smith?” 


“That is a bit more problematic,’ Cory 
sighed. “I am not sure what to do with 
her. Perhaps we could find her a new 
body, and send her off to Saskatchewan 


to be a house frau. 


In subsequent 
days, more jars, 
and more brains 
appeared in the 
lab. The music 
critic: Cory got 
her outside the 
stage door of the 
campus concert 
hall, as she was 
stalking the indie 
rock band playing there that night. As 
for the performance artist: he was in 
Home Depot buying plywood for an in- 
stallation piece. Cory dragged him to 
the back of aisle 22 and rolled his body 
ina cheap oriental rug from aisle 15. 


And the jars began to accumulate. 


The resident assistant from my old 
dorm, curious as to what happened to 
me, followed me home from the gro- 
cery store one afternoon. She lurked 
outside the lab, until I was inside. When 
I was upstairs preparing supper, she 


snuck into the lab through the fire door. 
She slipped in a puddle of blood and sa- 
line, smashed her head, and fell uncon- 
scious. Cory found her the following 
morning: Brain in a Jar # 4. 


For several weeks, we changed the sa- 
line, and observed the electrical activity. 
But strange things kept happening. 
Cory kept writing poems. Another 
night, he showed up at the undergradu- 
ate pub, carrying a martini in one hand 
and a chainsaw in 
the other, referring 
to himself as “the 
Cor-Meister” and 
trying to seduce 
young co-eds. He 
had no memory of 
any of it the fol- 
lowing day. 


As for me, I no- 
ticed changes as well. One afternoon, I 
was waiting in a long line at the deli 
counter. Suddenly, and impatiently, I 
pushed my way to the front. “I’m with 
the band, I tell you,” I screeched, throw- 
ing my number chit in the face of an 
unsuspecting housewife. 


And then there was Ms. Smith. When 
Cory finally put the chainsaw down, 
and stopped writing poems, I wandered 
down to the lab. Old Smitty and I spent 
several nights up late, talking. 


“I was just a regular, overachieving kind 


of girl? she told me. “Of course, I was 
exceptional, in my own way, and trying 
to find love. I thought your Cory could 
be my perfect soul mate, that is until he 
bashed me over the head with my com- 
puter keyboard and tried to strangle the 
life out of me. Geez, men!” 


“Why wouldn't he just let me die,’ she 
implored. “I haven't had a cigarette or a 
rum and tonic in 

weeks!” I took sympathy on her, and as 
I poured myself a glass of wine, I fed 
her a cocktail through a silly straw. 


At this point, it all became too much. I 
realized what was happening: Slowly 
and insidiously, Cory’s and my person- 
alities were being overtaken by the de- 
tritus grey matter we were keeping alive 
in the lab. I turned away from Ms. 
Smith and sat at the counter to write: 


My dearest Cory: 


I know you meant well by all of this, 
but it’s getting way out of hand. I came 
here last year to escape from it all. The 
posturing, talentless lecherous men, the 
self-important “artistes,” the hypocritical 
feminist Stage 5 clingers, the tyrannical 
bullies. And they have followed me; you 
didn't mean to, but you have brought 
them here. 


Can't you see that we cannot get 
away from them? As long as the electric- 
al impulses of their thoughts live, the 


world - our world - will always be a toxic 
place. I must leave, but will always be 
grateful for what you tried to do to save 
me, and to make the world a more hu- 
mane place. 


With love from your, 
Julie 


I left the note on the counter, took off 
my lab coat for the last time, and left it 
on the stool, 


And so, dear reader, I left. 


I am not sure what happened next: if 
Cory awoke and followed me down- 
stairs, or what. As I walked down the 
path leading from the lab, I turned 
around to see him running to catch up 
with me. In an instant, the entire build- 
ing exploded and was engulfed in 
flames. He ran to me and took my hand 
in his, kissing me in the smoldering 
moonlight. We watched stoically as the 
fruits of our labors were consumed by 
fire. 


He released me from his embrace, look- 
ing down on me. 


“Come on, love," he said. “Let's go to 
Tim Horton's and get some coffee and 
Timbits.” 


r Be Bz 


by Jami Mills 


he glistening flesh, firm yet yielding, 

exceeds all my expectations. Such per- 
fection. Having gone without for so long, 
I can barely contain my excitement. I've 
been dreaming about this moment for so 
long. The anticipation is making my 
heart race. 


Cradling each bay scallop in my hand, 
one by one I give them a quick dusting of 
cumin. The drizzle of a local artisanal 
honey from Topanga Canyon - to give 
them that nice caramelization - is my 
idea. The minced shallots and garlic were 
just beginning to bubble in the sauté pan, 
ready to receive them, when a barking 
dog interrupts my reverie. 


I really must have that ring tone changed, 
I think. It was funny at first, but now it 
just makes me hate dogs. “Waverly 
Paine,” I answer, my voice belying my ir- 
ritation with the intrusion. “Wave, it's 
Gus. Sorry to barge in on your weekend 
like this. You know Id only do it in an 
emergency, but we need you. We don't 
know what we have here.” 


“Gus, you know how much I adore you, 
but your timing couldn't be worse. Can 
you give me an hour?” 


“Well, I'll leave that up to you Wave, but 
you usually want to have a look-see be- 
fore CSI mucks about. We've been at this 
a long time, you and me, and I've never 


seen anything like this. Caucasian female, 
early 20s, naked from the waist up. Her 
head’s lying in a pool of blood. Td say a 
good quart or more. Now here's the odd 
part. There's no sign of trauma whatso- 
ever - nada, zip. No entry wound. Noth- 
ing. And if that weren't strange enough, 
she’s clutching a couple of stalks of celery 
in one hand. It’s spooky. Now you tell me, 
you wanna wait for an hour to see this? I 
know you. 1282 Manning, second floor. 
Near UCLA? 


More than one thing gets my juices flow- 
ing, as I turn off the cooktop and slide 
the scallops into a plastic bag. My mind’s 
already breaking down what scant in- 
formation I have. I’ve seen some strange 
deaths before that mimic homicides, but 
the blood pretty much eliminates acci- 
dental death or suicide, and the amount 
of blood suggests a gun or knife. I want 
to check her ear canals. That blood had 
to come from somewhere. One thing is 
certain: we're dealing with a real narciss- 
ist. Staged deaths always point in that 
direction. The scene sounds as if it were 
composed like a plate at a four-star res- 
taurant, right down to the crudités and 
the sauce. 


I wonder what part of retirement Gus 
doesn’t understand? I guess it’s not his 
fault. Old partners fall into old habits. 'm 
the one who keeps answering the phone 
anyway, so I can't blame dear old Gus. At 
least I don't have to work the bor 


ring ones anymore - domestic, work- 
place, the drive-bys. At least they spare 
me those. I told myself I needed to slow 
down. Thirty-three years at this, twenty- 
two as a detective, fourteen as a gold 
shield. A split Masters in molecular bio- 
logy and psychology in the 70s gives me 
a perspective that’s distinctly missing on 
the force. And even though I never fin- 
ished up at the Culinary Institute, I 
learned a thing or two about making a 
sauce. 


Profiling has come 
under quite a bit of 
criticism of late, 


probably because of 
the unrealistic — ex- 
pectations people 
have about it. It's not 
like I'm creating a 
photo that someone can pick out of a 
mug book when I gin up a profile. I do it 
for one little hint, one leg up. That’s the 
difference between a cold case and a con- 
viction, sometimes. One little hint. So 
sure, I'll profile this case just like the oth- 
er ones I work. I’ve got no illusions about 
whether it'll help, but a degree in abnor- 
mal psych sometimes helps me get inside 
a killer’s head. And I need any edge I can 
get right now. 


I grab my kit from the desk and survey 
the lab I've meticulously assembled. With 
the County lab so dysfunctional now, it’s 
impossible to rely on it anymore. Its a 


Mickey was a better 
cop than a detective 
if you ask me, but no 
one asks me anymore. 


disgrace, really. That’s why I've kept my 
own for so many years, pieced together 
with hand-me-downs from colleagues 
and former professors. It got a higher 
certification than either of the ones we 
used to use. Only thing I can’t do here in 
DNA analysis, but let me lift a print and 
I'll have a match in five minutes easy, In 
business, time is money, but in my world, 
time is justice. I can't wait for results - I'm 
too damned impatient. I've never been 
real good about depending on others 
anyway. 


“Well, if it isn’t In- 
spector Paine, the 
Queen bee herself. 1 
had a feeling wed 
lure you away from 
your tulips for this 
one. With the cut- 
backs, we can use all the help we can get. 
And I’ve got no ego on this one. We gotta 
get this one right.” Mickey Strawn came 
up through the ranks after me. He did 
well enough at the Academy, but he 
wasn't the only one jealous of my record 
there. High achievers breed contempt 
among a lot of people. Mickey was a bet- 
ter cop than a detective if you ask me, but 
no one asks me anymore. At least he ac- 
cepted having a woman for a boss. Took 
it like a man. You gotta give him credit 
for that. “You never get tired of that old 
line, do you Mickey?” I duck under the 
tape and squeeze between two interns 
and the photographer. “Why so many 


people workin’ this one, Mickey?” 


“Gus didn’t tell you? It’s the Mayor's 
daughter, so we can't screw this up. Her 
name is Lara. Lara Shackford. Twenty- 
four year old doctoral student in political 
science. Politics must be a family hobby. 
You know, following in dad’s footsteps. 
Media will be all over this one Wave, so 
it’s gotta be by the book all the way. Ex- 
cept there's no book for this. This one’s 
creepy.” 


Gus is nowhere to be seen, handing this 
one off and disappearing. I pull the blue 
plastic gloves over my hands and kneel 
down next to the vic. I carefully pull back 
the crisp white sheet. “She looks serene. 
Wasn't any struggle, at least not here. Gus 
said there’s no point of entry. Have you 
scoped her ears? Looks like she bled out 
and was cleaned up just for us. 
Everything looks immaculate. It’s almost 
like a work of art. What a sick bastard.” I 
bend down, open a plastic vial, and swab 
some blood. Then I tuck the dark hair 
behind her ear and take a look with the 
scope. Then the other ear. “I would have 
bet you'd see a nice round hole in one of 
her eardrums, but they’re intact. Go fig- 
ure? I take a stalk of celery and bag it. 
What's that scent, I thought to myself. 
You can bag hair and fibers, but you can't 
bag a smell. 


Not one thing was out of place. 
Everything so neatly arranged. No forced 


entry, usually signifying the victim knew 
or at least trusted the killer. But staged 
crime scenes usually mean one thing: 
were dealing with a textbook psycho- 
path. Talk to me, Lara. Who did you 
cross? Who wanted you dead? 


The apartment looked a little more lux- 
urious than your typical student digs. I 
guess her father helped out a little bit in 
that department. I'm sure not looking 
forward to the media attention on this 
one. I can already hear Stacey Grace and 
the drone of countless other pundits and 
talk show hosts once they get ahold of 
this. Itd sure be nice to get a quick collar 
and spare the community - and myself - 
all the scrutiny, Not that I shy away from 
media. They do their job and I do mine. 
Trouble is, their job is to sell soap. I've 
got a murder to solve. 


“T'm taking these back to my lab. I've got 
the chain of custody covered, Mickey. 'm 
taking a swab of the blood too. Get the 
rape kit reads and text me the results. Is 
the wagon here yet? Pll want a prelim 
from the coroner on this one right away. 
No dawdling like he usually does.” 


I snap my own photos with a small 
Olympus I carry in my pocket, It suits me 
just fine. “Mickey, 'm betting you're go- 
ing to have another victim before the 
night is out. That's just a hunch. Call me 
if you get anything” 


You learn to listen to your gut over time. 
T already know what the blood work's go- 
ing to show, but I'll run it down just the 
same. By the book, the man_ said. 
Someone's telling a story here - an eleg- 
ant presentation, I lean over the micro- 
scope in my lab and scrutinize each 
sample, taking notes as I do. Certainly 
male, probably under 30. The fastidious- 
ness of the murderer suggests control is- 
sues, probably stemming from an overly 
domineering mother, Very creative and 
particularly intelligent. I doubt there's a 
sexual angle, notwithstanding how she 
was posed. Oh yeah, he’s also left- 
handed, 


I leave the lights on in the lab and answer 
the door, It's the delivery boy from Hop 
Kee down the block. No fine dining for 
me tonight. I'm lucky to get anything at 
all, but I know 
my limitations. If 
I don't eat, my 
blood sugar goes 
to hell, and then 
Tm of no use to 
anyone. I tip the 
boy and take the 
sack into the 
kitchen, I’m grateful to pull out the white 
boxes from the brown bag. Sometimes it’s 
helpful to take a break and let the details 
percolate anyway. I don't even bother to 
take the pork chow fun out of the box, 
digging in with my chopsticks. I love the 
wide rice noodles. Chinese pappardelle. 


There’s Gus and Mickey, 
sipping coffee from 

styrofoam cups. Tweedle 

Dee and Tweedle Dum. 


The scallions mix with the bok choi and 
bean sprouts making a nice bed for the 
shredded barbecued pork and soy sauce. 
Of course it’s the chicken stock that most 
chefs forget. I still can't place that scent 
from the crime scene - just the briefest of 
wisps but it's been nagging at me. The 
dog starts barking again. 


“Waverly Paine, and I’m eating dinner. 
Whos this?” I asked, already having an 
idea. “It's Mickey. Howd you know? 
C'mon, really....howd you know?” 


“How I know what? I’m eating,” I said. 


“No. Howd you know there'd be another 
murder tonight in Westwood?” 


It’s fifteen minutes from Santa Monica to 
Westwood, but on a Sunday night with 
my lights, I 
can do it in 
ten. Two 
blocks from 
the first 
scene, a little 
closer to 
campus, I 
walk down a 
breezeway to a rear garden apartment on 
the ground floor. Theres Gus and 
Mickey, sipping coffee from styrofoam 
cups. Tweedle Dee and Tweedle Dum. 
“Long time, Wave. It's been hours. You 
should stay in touch more often. Well, I 
don’t know how you do what you do, but 


I gotta hand it to you. You sure called this 
one. We got an Asian male, mid-twenties, 
suffocated. No sign of struggle or forced 
entry. Hands neatly folded across his 
stomach, like he’s resting. Everyone looks 
so damn peaceful tonight. Nothing par- 
ticularly unusual except for how clean 
everything looks. This one took his last 
breath about six hours ago from the body 
temp. Oh yeah, and he's got two carrots 
in his fist. Sound familiar? Looks like we 
got a serial killer on our hands now, One 
with an appetite.” 


I catch a whiff of the same scent from the 
other scene, only this time I recognize it. 
I put my gloves on and kneel down next 
to the victim, examining the clear plastic 
bag tied securely around his neck. Like 
the kind you get at the grocery store. “He 
didn't die of asphyxiation, Mickey. Look 
at his lips. My guess is you're going to 
find a nice bullet hole, probably some- 
where near his abdomen, Oh yeah, and 
he’s type AB Negative. It was his blood 
under the head of the girl, you wait and 
see” I love the look on Mickey's face 
when he stares at me like that. 


Facing Mickey and Gus, I speak slowly 
and unemotionally. “The coroner called 
on the first vic. She died of suffocation. 
She was O Positive, but the pool of blood 
was AB Negative, just like this vic, ’'m 
betting. Our killer went to a lot of trouble 
to elaborately stage both scenes. Mirror 
images, with the same misdirection. But 


if we don't step on it, we're going to have 
a third victim, probably with an onion in 
their hand. The killer’s making a mire- 
poix. I’m going to need your help tonight 
with a couple of cars, but I have a stop to 
make first” 


I pull into the parking lot at Whole Foods 
on San Vicente and head straight to the 
spice section. Organized alphabetically, 
it’s easy to find the saffron, That was the 
smell, Only it wasn't just any saffron, “Do 
you carry Sargol Saffron? You know, the 
Persian variety,’ I ask the manager. “Well, 
we don't typically carry that ma’am, but 
you might be able to find it in some spe- 
cialty shops. Our customers are well- 
heeled, but that stuff’ll cost you an arm 
and a leg.” I thank the manager and grab 
my cell. “Gus, the mayor has a chef. He's a 
young Persian. He lives in the mayor's 
mansion. Meet me there with a couple of 
cars. No sirens. He’s your perp. He won't 
resist. In fact, he’s probably patiently 
waiting for us. If you're lucky, you'll find 
a 9mm on him. But I'm more interested 
in his pantry?” 


Retirement has its advantages and disad- 
vantages. Sure, I get to spend more time 
with my family, spoil the grandkids, have 
fun with my hobbies. But it really keeps 
me out of the arena a little too much. I 
miss the action. “Yano, you're interrupt- 
ing my dinner again, Gus? I said, 
cradling the phone under my ear while 
the Copper River wild salmon is sizzling 


on the grill. My quinoa and grapefruit 
salad is already chilling in the fridge. “Id 
have you over, but I know you're a meat 
and potatoes boy.’ A nice chenin blanc 
will be just the right touch tonight, I 
think. Mashing the ripe avocado into the 
softened butter and diced Serrano chilies 
and will make a nice spread for the fish. 
Finish roasting the Brussels sprouts and 
root veggies and we'll have a meal. Fit for 
a queen, as Mickey would say, 


“Well, I know how much food means to 
you, Wave. And I wouldn't have known 
saffron from a hot rock. You were right. 
Sargol Saffron right there in the pantry at 
the Mayor's place, just like you said. And 


that matched it up with trace elements at 
both crime scenes. We wouldn't have 
needed the confession, but it’s always nice 
to have.” Gus wanted to chat, but I 
wanted to eat. 


“Hey, the chef said he wants to meet you. 
Can you beat that? Probably wants to 
trade recipes. Bon appetit, Wave.” 


As the avocado butter melted into the 
folds of the lightly seared salmon, I could 
finally relax and enjoy the better things in 
life. A chilled glass of wine and a fine 
meal, That and a measure of satisfaction. 
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Rrincess 
by Crap CMariner 


Remember when you got to the end of 
the dungeon in Super Mario Brothers, 
killed the bad guy, and saw: 


“Thank you, Mario, but our princess is 
in another castle.” 


Well, then, who the hell is this bitch? 


And what is she doing all the way 
down here? 


Seven princesses later, Mario finally 
rescues the “real” princess. 


If it were me, I'd have given up and 
settled for the first one. 


She looks the same. And I’m sure her 
kingdom wants her back and will pay 
a reward for her. 


Tm done with jumping around. Go ask 
my brother Luigi. 


On a Pale Horse 


Thad a dream or revelation... 
That I would rather not had at all, 
of a terrible apparition... 

That made my skin crawl. 


Such a fearsome sight... 

From which I felt my strength begin to pall, 
For the first time that night... 

Seeing a horse that stood o'er 25 hands tall. 


A terrible beast that was pale from the withers to the lips, 
The rider did not spur the beast with sound or with a whip. 
Perhaps a horse once proud, but now sickly and diseased, 
terrifying is the dark figure who rides this corpse of a steed. 


He rides to you on an ash pale horse, 
riding straight backed no joy, no remorse! 


He never slows... 

Ona steady course, 
Unseen by most they go... 
An irresistible force! 


Where, in a dull white sun's exhausted light, 

or the bright full moon of a darkened night. 

No sound from this approach, not even the sound of breath, 
behold a pale horse: and his name that sat on him was Death! 


He sat atop this dreaded beast, and in his grasp a sceptre shone, 

I knew without knowing, this sight was for only the intended one. 
Knowing that if I stood seeing this visage come to me then, 

that once I looked upon his face I would be looking at my end. 


by Bonchance Longfall 


I knew there would be no bargains and no deals would be made, 
the relentless movement to the sought until he swung his blade! 


In their wake that this pair takes follows Hades ever grim, 
for he has his well of souls to fill and so Hades follows them. 
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Persona 


by Luna Branwen 


What is this persona you wear? 

Who is this:person you are, or appear to be? 
“Timid” is not a word | would have used 

to describe you: 

| would have said “brazen,” 

long before | would have said “shy” 

and yet you tell me you are: 

and | believe you; but then: 


| wonder at the way you put yourself out there, 
endeavor for attention, with an effort to stir 
and shock and tell tales out of school, 

from school, from a world’s worth of knowing: 
what you clearly know. 

"Why shy?" | can't help wonder 

at the way you put yourself out there. 

And, at the same time | do-see the little girl lost 
that you are 

séeking a certainty 

1 can only wish for you. 
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